November 13, 1798.
Now 'tis Robert's turn.

MY DEAR ROBERT,

One passage in your Letter a little displeas'd me. The
rest was nothing but kindness, which Robert's letters are
ever brimful of. You say that " this World to you seems
drain'd of all its sweets ! " At first I had hoped you only
meant to insinuate the high price of Sugar! but I am
afraid you meant more. O Robert, I don't know what you
call sweet. Honey and the honeycomb, roses and violets,
are yet in the earth. The sun and moon yet reign in
Heaven, and the lesser lights keep up their pretty twink-
lings. Meats and drinks, sweet sights and sweet smells, a
country walk, spring and autumn, follies and repentance,
quarrels and reconcilements, have all a sweetness by turns.
Good humour and good nature, friends at home that love
you, and friends abroad that miss you, you possess all
these things, and more innumerable, and these are all
sweet things. . . . You may extract honey from every-
thing ; do not go a gathering after gall. The Bees are wiser
in their generation than the race of sonnet writers and
complainers, Bowles's and Charlotte Smiths, and all that
tribe, who can see no joys but what are past, and fill
people's heads with the unsatisfying nature of Earthly
comforts. I assure you I find this world a very pretty
place.

LAMB (from The Letters)

Many there be that complain of divine Providence for
suffering Adam to transgress. Foolish tongues ! when God
gave him reason, he gave him freedom to choose, for rea-
son is but choosing; he had been else a mere artificial
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